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etc. From this she drew hope for her own career, as she quite
expected to fail at the start. She said that Mary Garden was a
great success from the first night. The soprano of Charpentier's
" Louise " broke down suddenly one night (in health I think)
and Mary Garden was among the audience. She presented her-
self for the role. Carre asked her if she had ever sung with an
orchestra. She said she had, but it was a lie. Certainly when
I saw her again last night I was much struck by her ease of
manner on the stage. She seemed born to it.

Thursdayt April I2th.
I finished the writing of " The Sinews of War " on Saturday last.

Thursday, May
A week last Friday night I went to England, reached Waterloo
on Saturday morning and Burslem on Saturday afternoon.
Impossible to make notes.
I went to have tea with Mrs. G, She said that there were
things in " Sacred and Profane Love " that she thought no man
could possibly have known. She asked me how I knew these
things, and whether women had told me. I said that women
had not told me those things, and that I merely felt that those
things must be so.
I left the mater's on Thursday in a snowstorm and went to
London. I hurried off to the St. James's Theatre to see " His
House in Order ", and found a theatre organized and worked
with the perfection of a battleship. An air of solidity, richness,
cleanliness, decorum ; punctuality, short entr'actes ; general care
for the public. Such a difference from Parisian theatres. The
only things that were bad at the St. James's were the play and
the acting. The play, which is a great success, and has been
seen three times and written about three times by Wm. Archer,
and praised by Walkley and Jo Knight, is most certainly a
thoroughly pretentious, sentimental, and dull play. It never
convinces. It is badly conceived in its very essence, and in
execution the skilfulness is only episodic. Some trifling passages
of dialogue are absolutely true to life, startlingly so. And I can
only account for them by the supposition that Pinero has over-
heard them and dragged them bodily into the play. Five-
sixths of the acting was mediocre and worse. And I was struck
by the funeral gait at which English plays are ' ta&en *.
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